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Predicament 
"-and I'm telling you, we had to cuff the little blighter to the chair, he kept trying to bite us-" 


‘lm so sorry, officer. Jon can be quite dangerous when he gets agitated. If you'd like, I'll release him and escort 


him out. Wouldn't want to risk you getting bit, after all. Or scratched. His nails are awfully pointy.” 

"Well, it's not standard procedure-" 

Christopher Squire produced a handful of bills from his wallet and pressed them into the arresting officer's 
hand. "Why don't you go and have a nice, long lunch down at the pub. You deserve it after such a long day. 
Hmm?" 

The officer looked from the bills, up to Chris, and back again before understanding spread across his face. He 
fished the handcuff key out of his pocket. "Here you go, lad He's your problem now. The other ones, they're in 
the regular holding cells. Just give the front desk the word and they'll be let out.” 


"Thank you, sir.” 


Chris walked down the aisle of the police station, towards the back, where he knew the small interrogation 


room was. To get there, he had to pass the cell that Bill, Steve, and Rick had apparently ended up in 

"Oi! Fish!" Bill yelled. "Glad you've finally shown up! Planning on letting us out anytime soon?" 

Chris ignored him. Bill started spewing more profanity, and Steve tried to calm him down. Rick was napping. 

He let himself into the gray-walled room that had very little in it besides a table and two chairs, all of which 
was bolted to the floor. And one of those chairs contained Jon Anderson, who, true to the officer's word, was 
handcuffed to it, hands locked behind the backrest. 


"Jon," Chris began with a certain tilt to his voice, "I've heard you've been quite naughty today." 


"They started it, they didl" Jon protested, voice high. "Stepping all over those flowerbeds like they were, what 


were we supposed to do?" 


"Stay out of trouble, like | told you to," Chris said evenly. "I run a single errand and return to find you have 
gotten yourself into trouble with the law. And you even dragged the others in with you." 


Jon looked down, pouting. "Their choice." 
"You," Chris said, reaching behind him to make sure the door was locked, "have been very, very naughty." 


Jon's head snapped up, and he took inventory of the look in his bassist's eyes. "Have you come to let me out, 


then?" He gestured to the handcuffs with his head, and the motion set his hair fluttering. 

"Maybe. If you ask nicely. But | don't think you deserve that quite yet." He stalked over to where Jon was 
restrained and leaned down to kiss him - gently at first, and then, with passion. Jon responded eagerly, as he 
always did, and tried to tilt his body up to get closer to Chris, who slowly started to pull away. Jon attempted 
to follow, but couldn't. 

"Chris," he whined, the handcuffs rattling against the chair. "That's not fair!" 


"When did anyone say anything about fair?" He ran his sturdy hands up, up, up Jon's thighs, and then ghosted 
them away, leaving the singer thrusting his hips, ever-so-slightly, into thin air. 


"le been here for hours-" 
"Nonsense. Barely thirty minutes, if that. Are you telling me you can't go thirty minutes without me touching 
you?" He leaned in close to Jon's ear, letting his hot breath ghost over the smaller man's skin. "Nothing against 


you, but that's a bit pathetic." 


Jon frowned, like he was maybe considering trying to bite Chris to, but he decided to change tactics. "Please 


unlock me? I'll make it worth your while.” 


‘Of course you will," Chris scoffed. He looked down at the manner of Jon's captivity. It made for a pretty sight, 
but poor logistics. Fortunately, that was easily fixed. Using every ounce of muscle that his height afforded him, 
he slipped his hands under Jon's arms and lifted him straight up and off the chair, cuffs still intact. Jon 
squeaked at the removal and kicked his legs before Chris dumped him rather unceremoniously on the floor, 


being careful to get him on his knees. 
"S- someone could come in," Jon said as Chris unbuckled his belt. 


"Doubtful," Chris replied as he freed his cock. "I've locked the door. But even if they come in, what are they 
going to see, hmm? A hippie on his knees? That's exactly where you belong." He curled a guiding hand in Jon's 
long hair. "Now, how long do you want to stay in those cuffs?" 


Jon got the message quickly, snaking his tongue out to wrap around the head of Chris’ shaft, tentatively 
exploring the taste. 


"Good boy," Chris encouraged, tugging Jon forward a bit more. Jon moaned, the sound muffled, and Chris bit 
his lip, the tingle of pain in sharp contrast to the hot, slick pleasures of Jon's mouth. God, he loved that mouth 
of his, whether it was singing or screaming or, as it was at the moment, silenced. He thrust his hips. "Come on. 
Take it. | know you can" Jon slurped eagerly as Chris lazily fucked his mouth, taking his own sweet time about 


it, as he did in all things. 


He could glance down and see Jon struggling against the handcuffs, desperate for some contact, if the bulge in 
his pants was anything to judge by. 


"Uhn-" the slightest sound escaped from Chris’ lips before he could stop it. Jon was evidently channeling all of 
his considerable sexual frustration through his mouth. "God, you're like a bloody Hoover - slag-" 


Jon whimpered, and Chris could feel it, god, he really could, and that was the last straw for him, really. He 
came down Jon's throat with both his hands buried tight in his singer's hair. 


The minute Chris let him go to tuck himself away, Jon started babbling. 


"Please, Chris, please - please, | need you to touch me, now, please-" he was practically writhing on the floor, 
teetering dangerously as his hands were still behind his back, throwing him slightly off-balance. 


"You need me that badly?" Chris hauled him upright and pinned him to the wall, sliding a hand down the front 
of his pants without further ago, stroking him roughly. Jon keened. "God, if I'd known this was going to happen 
when | got up this morning, I'd have put some supplies in my back pocket and fucked you right here in this 
room, right across that desk-" 


"Is b- bolted," Jon gasped, voice quavering. 


"Of course it bloody is, and that just makes it more convenient, doesn't it? | could fuck you as hard as | 
wanted without risking the furniture. Just throw you right across it, belly-down, wouldn't even uncuff you, | 
bet you'd like that, wouldn't you?" Jon tried to swallow the noises he was making. Chris had callused hands. 


"Wouldn't you?" 


"Y- yes, yes, Christopher! Yes!" Chris bit gently down at the base of Jon's neck and stroked him through his 
climax, his free hand over Jon's mouth, muffling the high-pitched cry. 


They stood there for a few moments, panting, foreheads touching. Jon broke the silence. "Christopher, I've, um, 


got a handkerchief in my pocket, but I'll need-" 
"Oh, right. OF course. Turn around." 


"Look who's cheeky now!" Jon giggled, turning around and if he wasn't showing his arse off on purpose, Chris 
was a monkey's uncle. He clicked the key into the handcuffs and slid them off, quickly pocketing them. He 
suspected they would come in useful sooner or later - sooner, probably. "Are you going to take me against the 


wall, now?" 


Chris growled at him. "Would that | could, but | didn't give the officer enough for more than a few rounds. 
We'd better get." 


They made a cursory effort to clean themselves up and walked out the door, down the corridor, past the rest 


of their temporarily incarcerated bandmades. 

"Oil Oi, you two!" Bill's voice was particularly brash today, Chris noted. "Chris, you utter bastard-" 
‘Bil, please, you really must pipe down, I'm sure he'll be back for us in a few-" 

"He'd fuckin’ better bel” 


Chris stopped at the front desk and signed the requisite paperwork "The tall one and the quiet one, for now. I'l 
be back later for the drummer." 


"Right," said the harried-looking female officer, who went back to let out Rick and Steve. Bill, Chris had decided, 
could use a few hours to cool off, and what better place than a cell? Besides, he'd come back and bail him out 


eventually. Right after he'd gotten a few more rounds out of the handcuffs. 


